I heard a diatribe against Defoe and his creation Moll Flanders as an example of male usurpation. By assuming the voice of a female narrator, so the argument went, Defoe had insulted women in general. The work was not so much writing as ventriloquism, and Defoe was simply exploiting the character of Moll and womankind to make money and for some obscure nefarious purposes. This attack resembled, but went far beyond, the accusations against Defoe in Madeleine Kahn's Narrative Transvestism; Defoe's writing amounted to narrative villainy.1 Shortly thereafter, I read a book which advocated replacing Robinson Crusoe with what was apparently a much more satisfying work-Charles Martin's Passages from Friday-that is, replacing a book that has maintained an audience throughout the world for 280 years with a work having a more appropriate message for us. Who, after all, would want to read a work that is clearly prejudiced against cannibals and opposed to vegetarian principles (among the charges levelled against Crusoe were that he eats the goats on his island and appears to feel a distinct dislike for the Caribs who use what he had come to think of as his island for the purpose of devouring the natives of other tribes)? That the cannibals would most willingly hack his body into pieces with their wooden swords and indeed, eventually, engage in an attack upon the nascent colony in The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe is not seen as an excuse. What is most at issue here is the vicious mind of the colonialist which must be castigated against all common sense.2
The basic notion behind this attack appears to be that there is no real value in Robinson Crusoe as a work of literature, that only the myth is interesting, and that we have the right to select a version of the myth that better suits our modern mind-set. Michel Tournier's Vendredi and J.M. Coetzee's Foe are not to be seen as wonderful commentaries on Defoe's original, through which we can measure the ideas of the eighteenth century with those of our own, but rather as salubrious replacements for a flawed he was of the wrong religious community, the wrong political persuasion, the wrong class. He was a gadfly to the Dissenters, an embarrassment to the Whigs for his radicalism, a writer who made money from his writings while continuing to invest in business, and a defender of the rights of workers while attacking the middlemen who exploited them. And after 1715, Defoe had to abandon fame for anonymity. He indicated authorship of only one work between that date and his death. Before that, every literate person in England knew him as the witty and infamous writer of The True-Born Englishman and The Shortest Way with the Dissenters, and when his radical opinions were quoted at length in the Sacheverell Trial, even the illiterate mobs were aware of his identity. I came to realize just recently how high a price he paid for his anonymity. Browsing through the Niçois Newspapers for 1728 at the Bodleian, I came upon one with advertisements for Defoe's Plan of the English Commerce and for a work by Voltaire. The advertisement for Defoe's book made no mention of an author but rather trumpeted the value of the work's contents; the Voltaire notice spoke not to the excellence of the work but to the fame of its author. Anonymity protected Defoe somewhat from the attacks of his enemies, but at what a price for someone so proud of his abilities as a writer.
His restructuring into a great writer of fiction accompanied both the discovery of the aesthetic value of fiction and the proliferation of the cult of genius in the second half of the eighteenth century. His works had to be reassembled in order for him to appear after 1810 as a novelist among other novelists and to be treated under that category by Walter Scott. Even after the 1810 edition, he continued to be under attack by the defenders of the polite tradition who regarded Moll Flanders, Colonel Jack, and ings. Pope's mean-spirited attack on Haywood did not have the weight of state disapproval that similar attacks by government-sanctioned writers often carried in France. What I object to is the attempt to apply the French model to the canon wars over English literature. Good as they are, the three women writers named above were simply never writers of world significance. Defoe was.
We should never forget that Robinson Crusoe was one of the first literary texts written in English to make a major impact throughout Western Europe. This fact alone should cause critics to think long and hard before they begin to consider revising Defoe's place in the canon. Much has been made about the fact that Defoe did not produce a manifesto in the manner of Richardson and Fielding. He did remark, however, that everyone had to admit Robinson Crusoe's originality. And he was right about that. Charles Gildon's lengthy attack upon Defoe and Robinson Crusoe appeared in the face of the overwhelming and instant reputation of Defoe's work. However much Gildon attempted to slander Defoe and his work, the very existence of Gildon's critique of Robinson Crusoe suggests how thorough was the success of Defoe's work, in much the same way as the many attacks on Richardson's Pamela merely validated its worth.9 Robinson Crusoe was reviewed extensively on the Continent, and in a preface written to a translation published in Leipzig in 1721, the editor proclaimed that it had already gone into five editions, that it was a new and original kind of fiction, and that the probable author, Daniel Defoe, had his fame assured forever.10 Those studies such as Warner's Licensing Entertainment that treat Defoe's contribution to the novel solely through Roxana, which was not a great popular success, ignore the truth of literary history. Ros Ballaster suggests of Haywood's Love in Excess, "Only the now better-known novels Gulliver's Travels (1726) and Robinson Crusoe (1719) rivaled it as the most popular work of fiction in Britain before the publication of Richardson's Pamela in 1740."' ' Granting our willingness to accept Love in Excess as an interesting work of amatory fiction, where, aside from a few dedicatory poems, did anyone acclaim Haywood's novel as an important and serious literary work? The young lovers are almost interchangeable, the rendering of the passions mechanical, and the love scenes lubricious. So, at least, it must appear from a male perspective. French critics recognized the originality of Robinson Crusoe,12 but there were any number of (1948) , which judged novels according to their sincerity, seriousness, and moral earnestness. His work took over from E.M. Forster's Aspects of the Novel (1927) with its tolerant acceptance of the definition of the novel as "a fiction in prose of a certain length."20 Leavis, who, as a social and educational critic, was a powerful force in British thought, was unconcerned with any writer who was not truly superior-his "great" tradition. Defoe, Richardson, and Fielding were dismissed in a series of footnotes, and only Jane Austen, Henry James, George Eliot, and Joseph Conrad were considered worth the reader's valuable time. The only counter to this eccentric but influential view was Eric Auerbach's Mimesis (1946) In addition to these objections, Watt has been attacked by some feminist critics for over-valuing realism. But often, as with Doody in The True Story of the Novel, the critics confuse ekphrasis, or the detailed presentation of a scene, with the presentation of characters within a social and political milieu.23 Romances, whether those written in the ancient world, the middle ages, or in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, have often had scenes involving a detailed description of a room filled with paintings or sculptures. Such scenes are almost always invitations to allegorical interpretations. They usually have the function of making the works in which they appear less concrete, less real.
The confusion is partly Watt's fault. The division between "formal realism," better called "circumstantial realism," and psychological realism was never very significant for the novel. In The Rise ofthe Novel, Richardson's psychological realism is wrongly presented as an evolutionary advance, as [62] [63] [64] [65] [66] [67] [68] [69] [70] [71] [72] [73] [74] [75] [76] [77] [78] [79] [80] [81] dismissed in the way Leavis had attempted.
In addition, as McKeon suggested, there is simply a naïve quality about the attack upon realism mounted by Warner and the feminist critics.24 The ability to capture reality has been a central tenet of art from ancient times. And in regard to prose fiction, almost every critic in the second half of the seventeenth century applauded the way in which the new novels that had succeeded the long romances captured images of real life in contrast to the ideal landscapes of the romance. Congreve spoke to this in his preface to Incognita and so did Mrs Barbauld at the end of the eighteenth century. When people half ironically praised Defoe's ability to tell a story as his one gift, they meant his ability to create an illusion of the real. And when Walter Scott spoke of Defoe's remarkable ability to capture the real in works such renders the real to some extent," says Doody,26 but who cannot distinguish the romance from the novel, the reality of the one and the typed characters and vague settings of the other? Defoe drew his characters from life and history, not from a Theophrastan catalogue.27 Recreating an aesthetic to judge romances-a project that Bishop Hurd attempted in 1 76228-does not mean confusing romance and novel. Certainly eighteenth-century readers knew the difference.29
In an article that I wrote in Novel more than twenty-five years ago, I suggested that we would have to modify Watt's view of the British novel to include a larger flow of fiction than he had allowed,30 particularly those French and Spanish writers whose works were translated into English throughout the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. I also argued that women novelists such as Behn and Haywood had to be made part of the discussion. Although I have recently been accused of "condescension" towards these writers, none was intended.31 The psychological power of La Princesse de Clèves is undeniable. It is one of the great novels of Western Europe, and nothing in the nature of the style can take away from the forceful presentation of the relationships of the three main characters.
26In The True Story of the Novel, Watt is made the villain, the proponent of a restrictive type of realism that stifled the romantic imagination. See esp. p. 287.
27For a somewhat futile attempt to classify Roxana in this way, see Deidre Shauna Lynch, The Economy of Character: Novels, Market Culture, and the Business of Inner Meaning (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1998), pp. 36-38. There had been much consideration of Theophrastan character before Ian Watt wrote The Rise of the Novel, because of interest in the "Character" as a seventeenth-century form. Lynch's argument, though far more sophisticated than these early studies, may be seen as a throwback to concepts of character Watt had rejected.
28Richard Hurd, Letters on Chivalry and Romance (1762).
29Critics such as Langbauer are right about the tendency to claim evolutionary superiority for the novel in critics such as Watt, and there is no question that a gender distinction was established as early as the seventeenth century in which romances were associated with women and more historical and realist fictions with men. But even Scudéry, in one of her didactic works, claimed an adherence to history and an attempt at achieving the real. That romances sometimes have a special appeal to women through providing sexual fantasies is no more an argument for literary excellence than the fact that men and boys are attracted to formulaic adventure stories and pornography. On the other hand, the condemnations of Aphra Behn's plays and novels and Haywood's early fiction, from the eighteenth century until the last few decades of the twentieth century, invariably has a component of moral disapproval based on the expectation of how women ought to behave. 30Maximillian E. Novak, "Early Fictional Forms," Novel 6 (1973), 120-33. 31Warner, Licensing Fiction, p. 66. On the other hand, Behn's Love Letters, while having many excellent qualities, relies on a somewhat mechanistic rendering of passion that seems to preclude the development of characters with any real depth. I also pointed out that since the great flow of fiction was coming from France, Italy, and In his life as well as in his didactic writings, Defoe was always bubbling over with ideas, and, not surprisingly, they entered his fiction, making up a substantial part of what we feel to be their realist texture. Defoe's fictions are always rooted in the social and economic realities of his time.
We are told in the beginning that Love in Excess is set in the period following the War of the Spanish Succession, or around 1713. It could just as well be set in the fifteenth century for all we experience of the characters' milieu. Only if we are willing to say that such information would interfere with the moments of heightened sexual experience and categorize Haywood's novel as pornography can we applaud so vague an attention to background. For critics to make a virtue of such a failure is a mistake. Haywood herself moved in the direction of the real in Betsy modern realism "lurking" in Defoe's writings, but his historical theory will not allow him to see it as equivalent. He provides a succinct formula: "The idea of realism exists to concede the accountability of art to a prior reality, without seeming to compromise the uniquely modern belief that such reality as it is answerable to is already internalized in art itself as a demystified species of spirituality." Origins of the English Novel, p. 120. want to be free to use my sexuality as I please, and I don't want anyone having control of my money." These are her feelings at the moment, and she follows them to become rich and powerful. The moral twist that Defoe puts upon this decision suggests that, in some cases, it has its drawbacks.
But Defoe lived in a world in which mistresses of kings or noblemen (or at least their children) were often rewarded with titles, wealth, and power. He could be ironic on the subject, but he also accepted it as a reality. And do we really believe Roxana when she says it would have been better to starve to death? Defoe did not believe that. Many of Defoe's novels have a strong feminist message, and they should be approached critically and taught in that way. 
